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LONDON, Feb. 18..The Amerlcar
Duchess of Marlborough has re
vealed an ambition that astonlshe

British society.
She is determined to have Marlborougl

House for her town residence. It Is at pres
ent occupied by the Prince of Wales, bu
that Is only one of the obstacles she wll
have to overcome.
The Duchess's father, Mr. W. K. Vander

bilt, gave her $500,000 to buv a town rest
dence fitted to her ducal dignity. Thai
would buy a very comfortable house lr
London, but not Marlborough House. Th<
Duchess confided to her father her ambl
tlon to acquire that mansion. He is devotee
to his daughter, Und Is particularly anxious
that she should -outshine every duchess Ir
England. He promptly .wrote that h<
»y uuiu u\: uuyyj wuaicvci was liei;essaryover $500,000 to buy Marlborougt

HouseThe British say that this Is an outrageous
piece of American presumption, but thej
have a sneaking suspicion that American
dollars will win the day.
The Duchess wants Marlborough House

Sad,TStory
ALBERT M'VEIGH fell dead beside his

mother's coffin last week. His
heart broke. Grief because of his

mother's death killed him. He was thirtyseven.She was seventy-eight.
Mrs. Harriet McVeigh died on Saturday

night, February 18. Her son, Albert McVeigh,died beside her coffin on Monday
morning. They were buried side by side
at Mount Olivet on Wednesday afternoon.
He died because he loved too much. lie

5) / loved his mother.
"It is true/' said Dr. Fulda. "Abbey's

heart broke when his mother died. They
were' separated for only thirty-two hours
by death." Dr. Clement Fulda, of No.
107 Kent street. Brooklyn, the authority
for this, is the family physician of the
McVeighs.

It was only to those who knew him best
he was "Abbey" McVeigh. To. the rest of
the world he was Albert McVeigh, the dignifiedbachelor and man of business. He
was thirty-seven years old, but he was still
"mother's boy." He was not ashamed of
the title. He died "mother's boy."
Men have died of grief when some fair,

jouug mce was lasen iroin tnem. \ADDey
McVeigh grieved himself to death In the
space of a day for a face that was old and
deeply lined. It was a beautiful face to
him.the face pt his mother. She was far
over the Biblical three score and ten.
Dr. Philip F. (J'Hanlon says a "broken

heart" is not a mere figure of speech. It
Is a literal, every day fact.
* "

More THjain JrJallS
W'

IT is a surprising fact that, at the end
of the nineteenth century, a time
when civilization has extended into

hitherto unknown countries to a' far
greater extent than was dreamed of a
century ago, more than half of the Inhabitantsof the world are heathens.
According to the latest statistics, there

are 143,000,000 Protestants, 98,000,000 followersof the Greek Church, 230,000,000
Roman Catholics and 176,000,0000 Mohammedans.The population of the world Is sa'd
to be In the neighborhood of 1,500,000,000.
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- for a great many excellent reasons. It wa
l originally built for her husband's great ai

cestor. the first Duke of Marlborough. 1
i has the finest position of any house in Loi
- don. It would be just the place from whic
i to rule British society.

In order to obtain possession of Marlboi
ough House it will be necessary first t

of "cMother's Be
He Was Thirty-seven

"It Is perfectly plausible that men di
of.broken hearts," he says. "There ar
cases on record of the death of athlete
after an unusual effort. A common terr
applied to a hard-fought contest is a hear
breaking finish."
Fatty degeneration of the tissues of th

heart, making the tissues so weak that the;
give way under the strain, causes hearts t
break. Sometimes a foreign substance en
ters tne coronary artery, which supplie
blood to the heart, clogs the artery, am
causes the walls of the heart to split. Thi
same conditions are brought about by ex
cessive emotion. Every one is aware of th<
excessive palpitation arising from certaii
emotions such as sudden joy or great grief
when the heart thumps and pounds away ai
if it would burst.

This unusual beating may be so stronj
that the walls are unable to withstand i
a"h(I finally break.
So the busy Coroner's surgeon confirmee

the story of the McVeigh's family physl
cian. "Abbey" McVeigh's heart had broker
when his mother died.
And there you have the science of it or

the one side and the sorrow of it on the
other.
Anywav they are lying side by side a(

Mount Olivet.the "mother's boy" and his
mother. And in Brooklyn a man is working
with busy chisel upon two tombstones ol
purest marble. One of the inscriptions he
is chiselling is:'
"Sacred to the memory of Harriet McVeigh.Died February 18, 1899. Aged

' the
©rid Is IH!®Qfch©E>
Counting the adherents of the four great
religions of the world, and allowing 53
000,000 for the thousand and one beliefs
with comparatively small followings. There
is left a balance of 800,000,000 people who
worship strange gods, or practice curious
rites in lieu of religion; such people as are
commonly called heathen, and for whose
conversion thousands of dollars are collectedeach week among the churches of the
civilized world.
The time of the millennium is still a

great way off if it depends upon the
spreading of the gospelin nearly a thouS.. san<^ million unenNjjS.lightened savages,\ for nine-tenths of the
funds collected for
missionary purposes

Pnot one-tenth of the
church membership.
Furthermore, fthe

Signs of the Times
has estimated that

bution of the memUnited

States is less
than one penny each,
and of this 98 per
cent is spent at home
and only 2 per cent in

The conversion of
the heathen will not
be an accomplished
fact until less money
is spent for church
purposes and more

WORI n *or missionaryenvvurci_u.dearor.

E OF THE PRINCE OF WALES, FINES
DUCHESS IS DETERMINED TO HAVE F
s persuade the Prince of Wales to move out,
l- and then persuade the British Government
!t to seil the property. The house is not the
l- personal property of the Prince, but is
Ih Crown property, which means practically

that it belongs to the nation. Before it
r- can be sold an act of Parliament will have
o to be passed.

>>" Who Fell <De
-Coffin Last Weei
e seventy-eight years."
e The other is:
s "Sacred to the memory of Albert MoriVeigh. Died February 20. 1899. Aged
t thirty-seven years."

Albert McVeigh mas the youngest child
e of Mrs. Harriet McVeigh. He was the
y Benjamin of a big family,
o His father died when "Abbey" was a
i- tiny follow in his first Ions clothes. There
s were left his eldest brother, George H.
i McVeigh, a piano maker, like the father,
e and the brothers. John P. McVeigh and
William McVeigh. They all married while

J In their early twenties, and lived too far
1 from the old home to visit it often. There
, was also left at home little Miss Rebecca.
3 She was frail of health, and had been
deaf from birth. Besides the invalid. Miss

; Rebecca, there was only one child more
t left by the fireside. That was "Abby,"
the youngest."mother's boy." It would

I have been a sad, lonely hearthstone with-out him.
i He was the link between that hearth
and home and the outer world. He brought

t the brisk stir and hum of the outer world
i into the house, and he carried the pence

of the home into the outer world. The
: brightest hour of Mrs. McVeigh's day was
i when "Abbey" came back from work. He
: was bookkeeper in a big New York book
^ house.

He brohght some of the best books the
establishment turned out home to her
sometimes, and in the Winter evenings
he read to her from the treasured pages.
She used to cry when he read Mrs.
Browning's "Mother and Poet," but she
always asked him to read it again. "Abbey"McVeigh stroked her silver hair and
said teasingly that "Women were so happywhen they were miserable."
On Summer evenings when the weather

was fine they could he seen setting forth
from their home at No- 184 Greenpoint
avenu,e, Brooklyn. This was the chief pleasureof their day, the evening walk together.I'.eople often turned for a second
look at them. Her figure was so slight,
her face so sweet, in spite of the lines age
had criss-crossed there. He was so sturdy
and yet so tender to the frail figure that
leaned upon his. arm. Theirs were both
happy faces. It was like the old pictures
you see occasionally of the old family walks
on the Battery.
Sometimes Miss Rebecca was with them,

but then, as always, she seemed in a world
of her own, that isolated world of the
deaf. She could not hear, but she could
see. She was mute with happiness.
Monday, February 13, the day of the blizzard,was a very pleasant day at the cozy

home of the McVeighs, on Greenpoint avenue."Abbey" McVeigh did not go to work
that day. He stayed at home to see that
the deepening snow and cutting wind
brought no fear nor discomfort to those he
loved. Crackling flames leaped in the fireplace.AVhile the snow made of all the
outside world they could see a white wonderland,all was cheer within. "Abbey"
read the newspapers and magazines to his
mother. Before she went to bed she asked
him again to read "Mother and Poet." He
read it. and Mrs. McVeigh's kind old eyes
were filled with tears.
"You are a good boy," Abbey," she said.

"Sometimes I have wished you had married,
so that you might know the Joy of having
a good son."
"It Is well I did not marry. My wife

would have been jealous of you, mother,"
answered Abbey McVeigh.
There was a time when Abbey McVeigh

was in love with some one besides his

TO BUY M/
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OR HERSELF.

The English newspapers relate that at
recent ball at Marlborough House th
Duchess had a long conversation with th

r Prince, who has a great liking for th
young American girl. She asked him i
her frank way if he could not be induced t
part with Marlborough House. The Princ
is reported to have said that she woul

'.ad of a Broken 1
She Was Seventy

old mother. Her hair was not gray, bul
gold, and her eyes were quickened like hei
footsteps.with youth. But because of th(
old mother and the sister whose ears wer«

deafened to the world the words that trem
bled on his lips were never spoken.
The girl with the eyes of cornflowei

blue and hair of gold pouted a little anc

a u n who i 11 ^haps not half so well as silent Abbe* I

MRS. n
harriet
M'veigh, ;;|fil||i
whose mmm
oeath jli'lyfj

k,llsodnher hilllsi-p
McVeigh. She may Lave forgotten. But
Abbey McVeigh never forgot, never until
the spell of nll-forgetfulness fell upon him
with the dawn on Monday.
"When Mrs. McVeigh kissed her son goodnighton Monday she said she had never

felt better in her life. Tuesday morning
found her a helpless paralytic. She lingered,speechless and motionless, until Saturdaynight. All the children gathered
from their distant Jiomes. The rest took
turns at watching by their mother's bedside.Abbey McVeigh did double his share
of watching.
At 10 o'clock on Saturday night Mrs. McVeighdied. The "children" were violent

in their grief, all but Abbey. He was
silent.
"I can't cry," said Abbey. "Something

weighs on me here," and he put his hand
over bis heart.
He went about with his brother George

on Sunday, making arrangements for the

^RLBOKGUGIH
S FINE LQN=
iSIDENCEo

^jnnifib mmm\ iiiiiiiwpiihbiwu|i

>ave to asK tne .uritisn (iovornment. un«
inpers regard this conversation as ending
he matter, but that is not really so.

It is not at all impossible that the
Ouchess will sooner or later gain possesdonof Marlborough House. Even if the
^rlnce is not willing to give, ud the house
which he has occupied since his marriage
t is obvious that he must before long suckedto the throne or quit the world which
be has enjoyed so much. In either of these
events he will be obliged to move out of
larlborough House.
Then, again, it would be no real hardship

"or hint to move oiit of his house now.

'Buckingham Palace is a vast building in
vhich the Queen only occupies a little cornerfor a few weeks out of the year.
The Prince could go there. When MarlboroughHouse was assigned to him the
Queen had her husband and a large family
about her, and was the active head of the
State andsociety. Now circumstances are

a greatly changed.
e Undoubtedly it would require a good deal
e of persuasion to make the Prince move- He
e has for years been the real head of Engnlish society, and Marlborough House has
o always been identified with his leadership,
e If you are in the Marlborough House set
d you can rise no higher. Nevertheless, the

ieart cBeside Her
-eight.
t funeral. His eyes were dry, but he looked

like a man dazed by a blow. He Insisted
; .upon sitting beside his mother's coffin that
> night.

He was very quiet.
At 0 the next mornljig a dozing watcher

was startled by the sound of a fall.
Abbey McVeigh was lying beside his

mother's coffin.
"Heart failure," said Dr. Fulda. "Yes,

he is quite dead. Abbey McVeigh's heart
broke when his mother died."

. inli

MOTHER SON ,
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A Lariat Hade of human
' Hair.

A lariat made of human hair, of the hair
of white women, is perhaps one of the

tfye American Indians in existence. Such
a lariat, fifty feet in length, is in the possessionof an old Indian chief, Le Pier,
who lives in the Wanatchee Valley, on

the Upper Columbia River, in Washington.
The old chief is exceedingly reticent concerningthis rope, and seldom allows strangersto see it.

It is generally believed that the hair
came from the scalps of the wives of set-
tiers in the Blackfoot Valley, who were
massacred by the Indians in 1866, and an
old woman, Mrs. Canby, who was living
in the valley at the time, says that she
saw Le Pier himself scalp one woman.

T Prince Is good natured and open^to persut
| sion by a tactful woman. He has th

Anglo-American understanding at hear
and also has need of ready money.
As to the British Government, it woul

cheerfully make arrangements for seliin
Marlborough House. It would be a higlil
popular act to sell a royal residence an

put the money into the public treasury
The Government would promote the Anglo
American rapprochement as it is understood
In London and turn an honest penny at th
same time. It would also put the price a

high as possible for Its American customei
Marlborough House has no historical pas

worth speaking of as a royal residence. I
would be much more fitting that the Duk
of Marlborough should occupy his ancestra
dwelling.
The house was built In 1710 by Sir Chris

topher Wren for the first Duke of Marl
borough, whose wife Sarah declared tha
the concession of this splendid site was al
most the only boon she had obtained fron
Queen Anne.
It passed through many hands until 1817

when the Government bought it for I'rin
cess Charlotte. Later it was given as i

dower house to Queen Adelaide- After Hie;
death the Vernon picture collection was

kept there for a timeIn1850 it- was settled upon the younj
Prince of Wales, and he has occupied ii
ever since his marriage in 1863.

It is probably the finest and handsomesl
of the great houses of London. Severe,
majestic and free from trifling elegance ii
is admirably suited to the atmosphere and
climate of that city. The Prince has pu1
into it the finest kitchens in London, and a

collection of furniture and curiosities thai
Is not equalled in the world.

It luces J5t. *1 allies » ruin. vxicr siut

and Pall Mall oil the other. It Is only a

stone's throw from St. James's Palace, the
traditional seat of the English Court. In
this building the Duke of York, the Prince
of Wales's only son, lives.
A finer situation than that of MarlboroughHouse is not to be found in London.

It would give the Duchess a splendid advantagein her social career. There Is,
moreover, no other person in England so

The B@©I!^ ©f fcf)®
IB(Hircj

WHEN "Cyrano de Bergerac" was producedin New York last Fall, followingthe wonderful success of the
original version of the play in Paris, it
was known that It was founded on fact,
and that there was a real Cyrano.
After Richard Mansfield had duplicated

the success of Coquelin in the title role
the story of the origin of the play was

told. Edmond Rostand, the young French
poet-dramatist, had promised to write a

play for Coquelin. He chose a plot, pre-
pared a scenario, which met witn the

French actor's favor, and had nearly completedhis first act when chance threw Into
his hands a small volume of poems by
Cryano de Bergerac, a writer of the seventeenthcentury. He was so delighted with
the poems, as well as with the details of
the life of the poet, which he later delved
into, that he dropped his original plan and
produced the wonderful play which has at
once placed him in the first rank of dramatists.
There is a copy of Cyrano de Berg^rac's

best work in America. Frank Morris, a

Chicago bookseller, picked it up some years
ago in London, one of a lot that he bought
at an old bookstand. It cost him three
shillings. Having seen a notice of the
rarity of this volume, Mr. Morris instantly
recalled his purchase, and recently sought
it out from the heap where it had lain
neglected.
The title'of the work In English is "The

Comical History of the States and Empiresof the Worlds of the Moon and Sun."
According to the title page, it was "jjewly
Englished" by A. Lovcll, A. M., arid was

"printed for Henry Rhodes, nest door to
the Swan, Tavern, near Bride lane, in
Fleet street, 1687."
The book is marvellous. It not only throws

n ALBERT

j M'VEIGH,

iFlfrl D.EDOF

ill GRiEF
FOR HIS

111' ii i'l|l;:ii..:il.l MOTHER.

a new light on the life of the long-nosed
poet, who. It is authentically known, actuallyexisted as the Dumas-like bravado that
Rostand paihted, but it shojvs an amazing
power of prophecy, as well as a truly great
gift of humor. It also explains many hithertouninterpreted speeches that occur in
the play.
Those who saw the New York production

will remember that when Christian is
making love to Roxanp Cyrano stands as

sentinel, and detains the rival, De Guiehe,
by a string of nonsense. He says to him:
"Pardon my appearance. I arrived by

the east whirlwind. I am rather unpresentable.My eyes are still full of star dust.
My spurs are clogged with bristles off a

planet. See, on my sleeve a comet's hair!
* * * Imbedded in my calf I have brought
back one of the Great Bear's teeth; and as,
falling too near the Trident, I strained aside
to clear'one of its prongs I landed sitting in
Libra.yes. one of tha scales.and now my

i- well able to buy It as she.
e The Duchess, ah the Sunday Journal
t, before explained, Is ambitious to fou

salon of the sort that once wielded ii
d mous power in France ancT England,
g she will gather the ruling and rising
y ers of politics, poets, writers, artists
d men of genius of all kinds with a

leaven of men and women who are c

as well as fashionable- In this way s)
d lieves that a woman can exercise nu
e fluence than by making speeches or cr
s ing votes.

Marlborough House will be her gi
t portunity. The MarlbhMugh Hous
t presided over by the Duchess of M
e ough sounds well.
1 The Duchess has really had an as

ingly successful career in England
success is chiefly due to her kindly, p
and unaffected manners, which, coi

t with wealth and rank, can hardly
win universal popularity.

1 She was married to the young T
Marlborough in 1895. She was thi

> eighteen years of age. having bee "

in 1877. One of her first acts in I
1 was to set about the repairing of B1
r Palace, -her husband's ancestral d
3 the only palace owned by a subject '

land. This work is now almost col
' Mr. Yanderbllt gave his daughter .$
t 000 when she was married- He ha'

to thijs freely from time to time. H
^ pleasure In life is to see his daught(
the objects on which she has set her

: The Duchess has already two sons.
1 are strong, healthy boys, and will a
ensure a long line of Dukes, who vs

1 able to look back on a Staten Island f
man as an ancestor.
The Duchess has at present no housr

London. Last year she took Spencer He
for the season. Recently she was in nt

tlation for Sefton House, In. Belgr
square, but when Mr. Letter bought a

ger house for his daughter. Lady Curs
Mr. Vanderbllt agreed with his daugi
that she must have a still bigger one.

If the Duchess cannot get Marlboror
House at once, she is prepared to wait
it. In the meantime she will very like
rent the biggest house to be had.

F|<bq1 CyranoD;@rac.
welerht is redstered un there. Will
you believe.I discovered In passing It.
that Slrius at night pnts on a night cap.
But I Intend setting all'this down In a book,
and the golden stars I have brought back
caught in my shaggy mantle, when the
book is printed, will be seen serving as
asterisks."
He then goes on to expla'n how he might

have reached the moon:

1. "One was to stand naked In the *

shine, in a harness thickly studd'
glass vials, each filled with morr.
The sun ta drawing up the dew, yon e
could not have helped me up too."

2. "Or else I could have let the wind into
a cedar coffer, then rarefied the Imprisoned
elements by means of cunningly adjusted
burning glasses, and soared up with It."

3. "Or else, mechanic as well as artificer,
I could have fashioned a giant grasshopper,
which, impelled by successive explosions
of saltpetre, would have hopped with me
to the azure meadows where grase the
starry flocks."

4. "Since smoke by its nature ascends,
I could have blown Into an appropriate
globe a sutticient quantity to ascend with
me."

5. "Since Phoebe, the moan.Goddess,
when she is at wane, is greedy, O beeves,
of your marrow * * * with that marrow
have I besmeared myself."

6. "Or else I could have placed myself
upon an Iron plate; have taken a magnet
of suitable size and thrown It in the air.
That way is a very good one. The magnet
flies upward; the iron Instantly after.the
magnet no sooner overtaken than you fling
it up again. The rest Is clear. Ton can go
upward indefinitely."'

7. "The tide! At the hour In which the
moon attracts the deep I lay down upon
the sands after a sea bath, and my head
bein2 drawn up first.the reason for this,
you see, that the hair will hold a quantity
of water in its mop.I rose in the air,
straight, beautifully straight, like an. angel."* * **

In his book the real Cyrano of history
first attempts tto reach the moon by means
of vials filled with dew, attached to b'
body, but falls, as he does not use enough
of them. He experiences a fall which
bruises him so that he smears his body
with beef marrow. The 'moon's attractlor
for this marrow finally enables him
reach that body. He shows an excell
knowledge of astronomy an<I physics,
speaks learnedly of the laws fit St.tr-andgravity.
Among the peculiar things which

found there was a phonograph, evldei
Invented some two hundred years bet
Edison's Invention made Its appearance.
He also anticipates the Invention of

electric light, telling of transparent bow
enclosing a sparkling, brilliant, dazzli
light. H ' i
He treats of evolution, of the earth chan

Ing to a tree, the tree to a hog, and t>
hog to a man, saying that the tree, through
its ropts. draws in the earth. The dog devoursthe fruit of the tree, and the man,
by eating of the hog, transforms it Into a

part of himself.
Cyrano de Bergerac had a magnlflcen*

flow of language, a rare gift of poetry, aItIs easy, after reading his glowing 6
scrlptions, to understand the Insplrati
that his books must have been to Edmom
Rostand.

Two New Boofts of tf1
Hnnp
I IUUI I

Beatrice harraden, the authof"Ships That Pass In the Night,
lias just written the closing woro

of another book. She tirst named It, "

Too, Have Passed Through Wintry Te
rors," which is a line from one of Willia
AVatsou's poems. Her American publis
eis. Doiid, Mead & Co., are said to ha>
protested that this title was too long. SI
finally consented to change it to "1
Fowler." She took her title in this -a,stanceout of a passage from the Bible,
"Our soul is escaped as a bird out of the
snare of the fowlers " The line Is sniil tr

suggest the plot of the book. It will be
published in a few months.

''Jallies Meredith" is a tale of old tinn
in New Jersey, wljen Washington wa:
livening things up over there by crossirttheDelaware. It is an ambitious histories
roiitance by Paul Leicester Ford. He is alreadywell known in this lino of writing br
his "Hon. Peter Sterling" and his "Stor.
of an Untold Love."
In his Jersey story Mr. Ford begins nat

orally enough by showing the quaint, quielife of a country village before the Revolo
turn But pastoral scenes soon give plar
to the (luster of war. History is dra^
upon for thrilling situations. The antl
makes use of his .fiction license and a
colors things up with love and mysterThe hero is said to be a personationAlexander Hamilton. The story will a
pear serially in "The Bookman," begi
ning in Marqh


